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Vancouver 


Author's Notes: 
Part | of an expected 20-chapter story of the Slippery When Wet recording and tour. 


2/2b: Corrections made! 


In the very early spring of 1986, under Doc McGee's encouragement, Jon and company packed up and headed to 
Vancouver to record Slippery When Wet. They knew they had that hits now, courtesy of the bond growing 
between Jon and Richie, and Desmond's amazing knack for pulling together even the most basic lyrics into 


something meaningful. 


Jon and Dorothea had just gotten back together. He had shown up at her parents’ house, stone cold sober, and 
one step away from tears until she heard him out, and she was in tears as well. Yes, she would take him back, 
but she would not join him on the road on a regular basis - and he was OK with that. He would have viewed 
her as a distraction - and even with 4 years of experience together, no one likes to be be labeled "a 


distraction." 


Quietly, without sharing with anyone, they worked out what she would be OK with while he was on the road - 
and what would be a deal-breaker for her. No press, no babies, no STDs - those were her biggest rules. And if 
he started to fall in love with someone else, he had to end it. There was one exception to that rule, and neither 
of them said his name out loud. At this point, it seemed that everyone except Richie knew how Jon felt about 


him. 


Dot was getting ready to test for her black belt, and very focused on her own success starting her own 
karate school - so Jon felt confident that she would be OK during the 6 month hiatus. Both still had the ability 


to travel to see each other when time allowed. 


The band were all shoved into a three-bedroom condo - Jon and Richie had two full-sized beds in their room, 
Tico and Alec shared a room, and David had a room to himself. The only non-smoker of the group, that worked 


out well for David. 


Now that they were living, sleeping, eating, writing and recording together, 24/1, they were seeing just how 
different they were in fact. Alec and Tico were older, now going through divorces, and simply at a different 
place in their lives. They weren't thrilled to be taking direction from a 24-year old kid who appeared to know it 
all, held the purse strings, and worst of all - had the record contract and the tour contract in his hands. 
There was resentment among the ranks - something that Jon had never considered, and certainly didn't feel 


that way. He felt like he was the quarterback - that is all. Someone had to be the leader. 


While there was a lot of work to be done, since they had been in Vancouver, every single night had been a 
party. Doc wasn't there to "supervise" and while you would think a group of men that were, at the youngest, 
24 now, they wouldn't need a parent present. 


Oh how wrong Doc had been. 


While they had narrowly avoided legal trouble of their own, Doc had been buried in his own legal issues from 
1982, and a lot of it. Those legal issues would rear their ugly head again, but not until after they were on tour 
for this album. 


And now, the boys were doing stupid things like getting complaints from the neighbors, the condominium 
complex, the Vancouver police - they were the epitome of the world's worst neighbors. Awake from Ilam till 
whenever they passed out, they partied HARD usually between the hours of 2 and 5am, and yet never failed 


to be at the studio on time and sober at llam. 


Despite temptations to be otherwise, the band didn't touch a drop of drugs or alcohol until after they left the 
studio for the night. Drugs were a little easier to come by in Vancouver than they had been in New Jersey, if 
for no other reason they were relatively unknown to the locals of Vancouver. At home, everyone knew not 


only them but their managers, their parents, and sometimes their grandparents! 


Doc wasn't a saint, and Jon knew this but didn't want to destroy either of their careers - what they had now 
was working, and with the disagreement with the Power Station going on at the time, and budding families at 


home, Vancouver was exactly where they needed to be. He was enjoying the private jet and all. Even if he 


didn't own it - yet. 


He and Richie had penned "Wanted Dead or Alive" without Desmond or anyone else's input, and Jon was 
particularly proud of the song. It was definitely more of the real side of him - and was true-to-life about how 
hard life had been for them on the road. He wanted it to be their "national anthem" - or at least the theme 
song for the brotherhood they were building. And it would. He and Richie were growing closer every day. 


Richie. 


Jon was conflicted. They had been flirting. Hard. Frequently. Publicly. In front of the band. Everyone thought 
that it was a joke, a way to encourage the "blood brothers" mentality they had pushed so heavily on this 


album. 


But it was more than that to Jon. And it was quickly becoming apparent to him that it was more than that to 
Richie, too. Jon had experimented some in high school, drinking, partying, having a good time - but he'd never 


actually gone to bed with a man before. 


One night, they had fallen back to their condo around 3am. Both completely loaded. They had each done a couple 
of lines of coke at the strip club and now were well into their second bottle of Jack Daniels. While their condo 
was nice, it wasn't particularly spacious. Between their two full-sized beds, there were 4 guitar stands, two 
suitcases and two small nightstands. The bet way to get onto to the bed was to walk into the room and fall 
flat and face forward onto the bed of your choice. Some of the other rooms were bigger, but they didn't 
really need the space. They were there to sleep, write if they had the urge, and fuck, if the opportunity arose. 
Jon was adamant that if they were going to fuck someone, it had to be at the condo. No waking up in a 


strange person's house, no drama, no press - keep it at home, and it was OK. 


Jon and Richie had been sleeping next to one another for a couple of tours now. But they hadn't crossed that 
line. Simply put - neither of them liked to sleep alone, and they both slept better curled up next to the other. 
They were best friends, brothers, and would eventually take the next step.. neither of them knew how to do 
that, or when would be the right time. 


Tonight, they were about 4 weeks into the recording of the yet un-named album. They'd both been oogling the 
same girl at the club, and unlike previous nights, this particular blonde didn't have any desire to go home with 
either of the two drunk rockstars. She didn't even know who they were - which in a lot of ways, made their 
flirting easier. They were still getting used to the rockstar life of flirting *together* and having groupies 


*pick* one of them - or in some cases, the two of them having to pick, or share. 


The rest of the band had headed back to the condo around lam. Richie and Jon, seeing that they were getting 
nowhere with the girls in the club, finally gave up around 230am, and walked back to the condo. "Walking" might 
have been generous - they were both pretty loaded and stumbling. They realized they had forgotten their key 
to get into their gated community so both had to scale the gate to get into the complex. Richie was *way* 


more coordinated than Jon in this respect, with much longer legs - he went over the fence first and basically 


caught Jon as he fell over the top of the gate. 


He laughed and kissed the top of Jon's head as Jon fell into his arms. What had started as a playful kiss on the 
forehead turned into a passionate kiss. Jon liked being in Richie's arms, even though Richie couldn't carry him 
all the way to the condo. He held the kiss for as long as possible and then chased Rich all the way to their 
room upstairs. They didn't care who they woke up at this point. 


As soon as they got the front door to the condo open, Jon raced up the stairs with Richie right on his heels. 
Jon stripped down to just his jeans, shedding his shirt, socks, and cowboy boots and denim jacket. He laid flat on 
his back on the bed, in just his jeans - *just* his jeans - and Richie was damn near drooling. 


Slender now from the wear and tear of the the tour, 5:00 shadow and then some, hairy chest and hair down 
past his nose in front and halfway down his back in other places.. Jon was a sight to see. Down to a 3l" waist 


now, in those tight Levi's and no underwear, Richie could see *all* of Jon's desire. 


And he wanted *all* of it. 


The First BJ 


Jon tilted his head on the pillow and looked at Richie, standing above him. Jon was a little drunk, a little high, 
and hot as hell. So much hairier than the older Richie. 


Richie kicked his boots off, emptied his pockets, took off his shirt and climbed onto Jon. Not just onto the bed, 
onto Jon himself, straddling him. He let his long hair fall forward and tickle Jon's chest and watched as Jon 
sucked in his breath. This was new territory for him, too. He'd never gotten farther than this right here, and 
here he was almost 30. Why did he feel like a nervous teenager? Why did he always feel like a nervous 


teenager when he and Jon were together and not working? 


Jon ran his fingers through Richie's long dark hair, matted from too much hair spray and a long day and night. 
He pulled Richie down to him to kiss him long, hard, and deep while keeping the the death grip he had on 
Richie's hair and head. He was holding on for all he could He didn't want this moment to end, or worse, end 


badly. 


Richie responded enthusiastically not only to Jon's kiss but to Jon's touch, and Jon's erection growing inside his 


pants. Richie's own had joined the party. They might really actually do this. 


Richie unbuttoned Jon's button-fly Levi's, and while he knew Jon always went commando, it still surprised him 
to see his cock instantly jump out of his pants and into Richie's hands. Richie wanted to look at it, touch it, 
taste it. Suck it. 


Richie moved away from Jon's mouth, to his neck, his nipples, his belly button (unknown to Richie at the time, 
Jon's magic button), and then down to his cock. He slid Jon's jeans down and off, and enjoyed for a moment just 
laying on top of a naked, vulnerable Jon. He'd never wanted anything more in his life - even if he didn't know 


what "more" entailed yet. 


Jon raised his hips gently, helping Richie to decide what to do next. Richie took Jon's cock first in his hands, 
slowly stroking him until he was fully erect and then he put his mouth on his cock. He did not put his cock in 
his mouth, just simply let his lips rest on Jon's cock 


Jon did love long, dark hair on anyone - and he put his hands in Richie's hair and guided him right where he 
wanted him. For a fleeting second, he wondered what it would feel like to reciprocate, but for now, he was 
focused on just how good Richie's mouth felt wrapped around his cock. Unlike some of the girls that he'd 


known, Richie didn't seem to notice or care that Jon wasn't circumcised. 


Jon raised his hips again, and started to thrust into Richie's mouth and throat. He'd seen Richie's cock before, 
more times than he could count. He knew it was bigger - he didn't know if and how he could reciprocate - all 
he could focus on was right now. And damn, it felt good to be in Richie's mouth. Keeping his fingers loose, and 
trying his best not to guide him, Jon let Richie work his own magic until Jon came. He tried to pull out, but 
Richie held onto his hips until he had swallowed every drop. 


For the first time since he was a fumbling I5 year old boy, Jon had no idea what to do next. Richie just laid his 


head on his stomach for the moment, and waited. 


Jon's First BJ 


Jon was lying on his back, completely naked, with Richie's head on his chest. He ran his fingers through the 


long, dark, thick mane and within a couple of minutes, Richie was snoring. The sun was close to coming up. 


And Jon had been almost... relieved.. that he hadn't had to reciprocate yet. He wasn't turned off by the idea of 
going down on Richie, holding his cock in his hands, his mouth, or even inside him. He'd done small amounts of 
anal play with Dorothea over the years. What bothered hm the most is that he wasn't confident in his skills as 


a lover - to when compared to another man. 


Lost in his own head, Jon was waiting for the coke high to send, the buzz to lessen and just enjoy the moment. 
He did want to be stone cold sober when he went down on Richie for the first time, for all the reasons. He 
wanted to be his best. He wanted to be present, and *his* for the moment. He was naturally on the 
submissive side with Dorothea - but that had evolved naturally - she was a very independent woman, at one 
point, more sexually experienced than himself, and a blackbelt. She could (and had) flipped him ass up and over 
her knee for a good hard spanking before. 


How would those dynamics translate into whatever it was he and Rich were getting involved in? What would 
they call it? How long could they keep it a secret from the fans? Did they need to keep it a secret from the 
band itself? Management? The record company. Ugh, the record company. They were obsessed with his image 


with female fans. 


So much was going through Jon's head, you would have thought that Richie had proposed marriage! It was a 
blowjob! That's it! But somehow, this felt so desperately different from every encounter he'd ever had with a 


random fan who wanted to suck his dick. 


It was now Sunday, and usually they would still go into the studio for 3-4 hours to work This time, Jon and 
Richie sent the rest of the guys to the studio and told them to work on the riffs and baseline for Dead or 
Alive. The request didn't even seem strange - since Sunday were shorter work days for the boys, Jon and 

Richie often spent that time at the studio, but locked in a separate room writing, while Tico, Alec, and David 
figured out the rest of the touches on the songs. 


Jon sat on the floor in front of the couch, eating a bowl of Cheerios and watching the news while Richie tried 
to wake up. After Jon had finished his Cheerios, he turned around, still on his knees, and slid Richie's boxers 
down just enough. Rich was definitely awake and attentive now. 


Richie took Jon by the chin and made him look up and into his eyes. Jon's blue-bye eyes were the color of the 
ocean on the Jersey Shore. And they meted Richie straight to the core every time. 


"You do not have to do anything you don't want, Jonny. We were drunk, we were high, and it can be a one time 
thing if you want" Jon teasing ran his tongue up the underside of Richie's penis and teased hm just a little 


harder. 


"l appreciate that, brother, but that's not what | want. | want you. | want you to be my right hand an while we 
are on tour. The one who reigns me in when | need it, and knocks me off of my high horse when | need it" Jon 
chuckled a little, knowing that there had been several instances where a taste of his dad's razor strap would 


have set hm straight if he were ten years younger. 


| can do that, but I'd expect the same. | don't want to always be the one in charge," Richie groaned. Jon was 
making it more and more difficult to have this conversation right this second, as he took more of Richie into 
his mouth. He was close to being able to deep-throat - perfectionist that Jon was, Richie knew he'd have it 
down quickly. 


"The rest, we've just got to trust our instinct and a little blind faith. We are smart guys who can figure this 
out." But being "men's men" as Jon loved to cal themselves - they wouldn't talk about things in the future, not 
until they had to, and in a few cases, not until after a few fights had resulted. 


Richie had come hard and fast, and had tried to pull out in time to let Jon whether he wanted to spit or 


swallow. 
Rich pulled Jon's face up by the chin, and looked at him severely. 


"The rest of the band could be gone a long number of hours - let's go nap together, and make the most of it 
when we woke up?" Richie's suggestion was perfect. And soon they were back up in their disastrous room, 
they pushed the two beds pushed together and Jon's head was back on Richie's chest. Jon was so comfortable 
with this, and the feelings that it brought him - he was so utter confused. And he needed to tell Dorothea, 


soon. But not right now. 


He was sound asleep within minutes. The best sleep he had slept since they left New Jersey. 


Learning Together 


Jon and Richie both slept till the boys got home to shower and change before going out for the night. Tico was 
the least surprised to see them in bed together (even asleep), but Alec had a mini-meltdown as he was smart 


enough to figure out there was more going on here. 


Jon was still waking up, his head on Richie's chest and Richie's hands playing with the shocking amount of hair 
on Jon's chest. Must be the Italian in him, Richie mused. Richie didn't let Jon answer the questions. 


"Look, when we started on this adventure together, we drew blood and promised that we would in fact, keep 
secrets between the band members, secret. That's not negotiable. Jon and | have no idea where this is going, 


but you need to cut us some slack, and not judge - or there just won't be room in the band" 


Alec nodded quietly, while David and Tico went on to tell them about the recording studio today. The perfect 


reaction. 

Again that night, the 3 solo boys went out to party after they were done at the studio. Frairbrain was a 
tough manager, and he made sure those boys had their business taken care of first. At first he and John had 
clashed with different attitudes - but now, they were in synch. 

After one night of beautiful sleep with Richie, Jon was hoping for another one. They said they would join the 
others "later" - but had no desire to leave their bedroom. They even moved some of their junk around so that 
they could shut the door and have more privacy. They'd never accidentally leave the door open again. 

Jon got up, threw some pajama pants on and headed into the kitchen. It felt like he hadn't eaten in days. And 
his hair absolutely had that freshly-fucked look. Had he actually "fucked" Richie? Well, no, not really? he 
supposed. He need to call Dorothea. He needed a couple of hours to just listen to her talk about anything but 
life on the road. And while she had always said he could do pretty much whatever he wanted on the road, 
Richie was probably not part of her thought process at that point. 

He decide to step out onto the balcony and drag the long-corded phone from the kitchen and call her. 

"Hi babe." Her usual greeting. 

"| love you, and | miss you like crazy." He was almost in tears already. 


"What's wrong?" The woman could read him better than he could read himself. How did she get so smart? 


"Nothing's wrong...” he started to tell her about how Richie caught him climbing over the fence. She stopped 


him. 


"Did you?" 


"Did | what?" 
"Did you go home and fuck him?" 


"No, ma'am" He loved calling her ma'am when he might be in the doghouse. And she loved it even more. He was 
shocked at her bluntness. But she had never been anything else with him. She especially loved reminding him 
that he may be a rockstar, but at home, he had to do dishes and take out the trash like anyone else. And she 


loved to call him "rockstar" - like OK, rockstar, the dishes still need to be done. 
Her spunk and independence was what made this all work. 
"Do you think you will?" 


He burst into tears and said yeah, he wanted to - but he was more interested in letting Richie fuck him. Dot 
wasn't surprised. He was often submissive to her - in bed and otherwise. His now multiple day jobs made him 


be in charge of everything - and he didn't want to be that way in the sanctity of his own home. 


He'd been considering proposing to her years now, but life was so insane, and there was no way he could deal 
with a celebrity level wedding. His parents would kill him, hers wouldn't be too thrilled either if they eloped. But 
he hadn't even figured out how to ask her yet, and she was actually less interested in marriage than he was. 
He wanted a ‘normal family and kids - and could not for the life of him figure out how he was going to make 


all of that work. She would help him find a way. 


While he was still talking to Dot, Rich got up and made a pot of coffee and brought hm a cup - but went right 
back into the house without uttering a word. They were all friends and Richie had adored Dot from the 


beginning. He knew what Jonny was telling her. 


It was not an easy conversation, but it was not an unhappy one. Dot had seen it coming for awhile now. Same 
rules applied as with everything they did: no STDs, no babies, no press. At least no babies was easy this time. 
But the AlDs crisis was new and scary, and Jon joked that the days of wild sex and orgies were over - but he 
knew that it was hitting the artistic community and musicians hard. They had just come off of a tour with 
Ratt, and he was certain that Robbin Crosby was already sick 


Jon made egg white omelets and after they ate, he offered to Richie the chance to go curl up in bed and talk. 
Richie jumped at the idea - he wanted to put words to this as much as Jon did, and they were completely 


escaping him. 
First, Richie asked if he had told Dot, and how it went. Richie was surprised she took it as well as she did, but 
he also knew that she was her own person, and fierce in her own right. She wasn't threatened by Jon sleeping 


wth others. 


"She's actually good with it, Rich. She had seen it coming." 


"Wow," Richie muttered aloud. He'd never had a girlfriend *get* him in such a way, let alone one that was 
understanding of non-monogamy. He didn't really know what else to say. Just pulled Jon's head onto his chest 
and held him there, running his fingers through his hair. 


"Ive never done this before," Richie finally found the words to say. "Any of it” 


That was a relief to Jon, at least in some ways. But in other ways, they were going to be like teenagers 
figuring out what they were doing it - and that sounded incredibly fun. His cock sprang to attention at the 


mere thought of what they might do next. 


Richie takes what Jon wanted to give 


Author's Notes: 
Minor changes made 3/3. 


Richie was still in his PJ bottoms, and no shirt. Jon walked into the rom with a strong cup of black 
coffeeRichie began to drink it, and Jon sat on the edge of their now-pushed together beds. The room was a 


disaster. It was if two l4 year old boys went on a tour and never picked up after themselves - ever. 
Jon looked over at Richie with quite the grin on his face. 
"What are you up to, Jonny?" 


| want to lie naked next to you in bed, and just let things happen" Richie didn't have to be told that twice! He 
peeled off his pajama bottoms and underwear while Jon stood, dropped his sweatpants. Stepping out of them, 
he felt so nervous, exposed. And terrified. 


Richie smiled at him and patted the bed beside him. "Nothing to be afraid of. | have condoms and lube in my 
bag, if we get that far." 


The next few minutes were quiet - too quiet for Jon, but they were eating. s soon a Jon took the dishes into 
the kitchen, Richie couldn't help but watch Jon's firm ass as he walked away. He didn't work out much these 
days, but he did run. And still smoked. And still had that body! 


Richie rolled to the one side a little more to make room for Jon on his left. "Guess you'll always be on my 
right," Jon teased. He curled into Richie's chest and said, "let's take this slow.’ While Jon had the looks to get 
any girl he might want, more often than not lately, he just wanted to be home. And home was definitely NOT 
this pit in Vancouver. It had actually been a pretty nice condo before the 5 cocky rockstars moved in. 


"Can | get on top of you?" Jon asked sheepishly. 

"Of coursell" 

Jon pulled back the covers and lay gently over Richie, holding his hands up with one hand and kissing Richie 
passionately. Once Jon let go of his hands he pulled him in closer for a deeper kiss. Jon took a quiet breath and 


said, "Rich, | like sex to hurt" 


Richie stifled a giggle. "I'm guessing this first time may hurt us both, given that neither of us has had anal 


sex on the receiving end before. Do you with Dorothea." 


‘Only minimally, and | need a favor. If we have our clothes off, let's not talk about our girlfriends." 


This time, Jon grabbed Richie's head and pulled it closer to him for a more passionate kiss. Ritchie pushed back 
hard, exactly so Jon's ass was right up against his cock. 


Then he flipped Jon off of him, and now he was on top. Richie was able to stay put - now his own ass rubbing 
against Jon's cock - but he was able to grab his bag with condoms and lube. 


"boy, are you going to do what | tell you to?" Jon always referred to himself as just another boy in a band, 
just another boy with big hair. Richie didn't know far this would go - and if Jon took the bait, Richie would be 


in heaven. 

"Yes, Sir." Jon took the bait. Richie might come before he even got in Jon. 
"See that belt hanging on the back of the door?" 

"Yes, Sir." 


"I'll make sure you can't sit down for a week if you don't." 


Jon signed deeply and said "yes, sir." 
"Do you still want to do this?" 


"More than anything, Sir." But Jon was definitely scared. Scared of the pain, scared of not being able to take a 
cock the size of Richie's. And terrified of that belt. Because his dad had been an old school barber turned hair 
stylist, there was one in his house. His dad was never, ever abusive - but Jon knew what a belt and strap felt 
like for sure. His cock stiffened even more - but Jon did not dare move. And now he was confused by the belt 
and the threat - he was new at this, and so was Richie (at least as far as being wth another man went), and 
he couldn't decide if he wanted Richie to wail on him with that and just get it over with. He knew that he would 
try his best, and that he still might fail. 


Dorothea had never hit him with anything other than her hand. 


"Get up and put two pillows under your waist, lay back down on your stomach." Jon obeyed. "Hand me the 


kleenex" Odd request, but Jon obliged Then he remembered how gooey lube can get. 


Now that his ass was up in the air, Jon was terrified. Richie kept leaning forward and kissing the back and nape 
of his neck, but that only made Jon more nervous. 


Richie had just a plain tube of K-Y jelly. He squeezed a good bit onto his hands and then slowly, steadily pushed 
a finger inside of him. Oh God, that feels amazing, thought Jon. Meanwhile, Richie was focused on how much 


Jon had already relaxed. He really did want this! Richie was still in shock. 


The more Richie rubbed against him, and prepared him for what was coming - the less scared Jon was. He 
was now fully aroused and anxious. Without realizing it, he had begun to push his cock into the pillow, and his 
hips moving were clearly a clue he wanted more - at least from Richie's position. "I didn't say you could do 


that, boy." Richie playfully slapped his ass. 


Richie leaned over and whispered into Jon's ear - take a series of slow, deep breaths, and if it hurts too much 
just say "STOP" or "RED" as a safeword. And oh, by the way | plan on using that belt on you a little later. 
Jon cringed but his body betrayed him. He was wildly turned on at this point. 


Richie held apart Jon's ass cheeks and saw his target. He quickly slipped on a condom. "Once l'm inside you, | 
won't move. | will wait, and lay on top of you until you say "go". And you can always back out if you want to. 


No resentment - but | figure we have to give this a try, you know? The chemistry is so strong...” 


And with that, Richie pushed the head of his cock into Jon. Jon was still trying to breathe like Richie had told 
him to. It hurt, but it didn't hurt #too much. But it definitely made him like had to go to the bathroom. 


Richie talked his way through what was happening and what to expect. "It hurts when the head goes in, and it 


will hurt one more time as | go through your anal sphincter. 


Jon started to ever so slightly move against the pillow. Richie smacked his ass and Jon said "go on" This time 
it was rougher, harder, and Rich just wasn't as gentle. It hurt. 


But Richie didn't move. He waited again for Jon to tell him it was OK to move - but he really just wanted to 
take him and fuck him all night. A few minutes passed, and Richie was no longer sure that Jon could take it. 


Jon took a deep breath, and before "go" had even left his lips, Richie pushed al the way inside of him, right 
through his sphincter. At first, Jon cried out, even whimpered. But as Richie began to move with a predictable 
time between the harder, painful thrusts. And Jon was quick to realize Richie would last *a while* - he 


certainly would not have been able to. 


Finally the two of them got into a great rhythm. Richie fucked him hard, painfully, and had even gotten him to 
orgasm - but Jon already wasn't thrilled about the belt being taken to his bare ass- 


Richie came and then immediately turned to suck Jon *That® certainly didn't take long! 
Jon curled up against Richie, and before they knew it, the 3 loud, boisterous band members were back. 


Now what?l?!? was all Jon could manage to utter as Richie got up an shut and locked the door. 


The fist fight 


Author's Notes: 
Very loosely based on an incident that did happen when recording Slippery When Wet. 


The boys decided to get up and head over to the studio. They could use some time without the band making... 
suggestions. The suggestions were often useful, and never critical - but with Jon's ADD, they could be 
distracting. 


The recording in Vancouver was so much nicer than what they had seen in. NYC was such a dirty, gross place 
in the BOs - no one wanted to go there that didn't have to - if they were from around the area. Crime was 


nuts. 


This place though - a well-stocked bar, top-of-the-line equipment, and space enough for the band to separate 
long enough to do different things and not be drown out by the others playing. 


And as of yet, they hadn't talked much about last night or this morning. Jon was definitely a little sore, but 
the feeling was indescribable. He was sore on the *inside* - that was new to him. Dot would usually just use 


her finger while going down on him. 


Jon rubbed the scar on his leg through his super-tight jeans. It was from an old bet with his friends Danny 
and Bobby, and his had been the only one who scarred. Now, he had no idea where Danny and Bobby were - 
and he still in so many ways felt like he was the outsider in the band, in part because he was the youngest - 


and the boss. 


Richie looked up at him, and could tell that he was lost in his own head. "Jonny, you know I'll always be here for 


you. | swear, no matter what happens." 


And just like that, MI Be There For You came about. Three hours later they were ready to show the other 3 
guys yet another new song. This one would eventually make it onto their next album, but something had 
changed in them almost over night, and they tweaked every song they had ever sung together, and wrote a 
few more. Social Disease was one of the songs he fought hardest against, that and Raise Your Hands Both 
wound up being huge hits live, but Jon just thought they were too.. basic. Not much of a story behind either 


one of them. 

Around llpm, Jon said it was time to quit for the night. The neighbors didn't care much for the obnoxiously 
loud New Jersey boys, so they walked over to the strip club a few blocks away. They'd be able to manage to 
stumble back to the condo from there. 


It was no secret that Jon and Richie were the two lookers of the group. They could easily get IO women to 


come home with them some nights - and some nights, they did. When they woke up the next morning and saw 
the disaster of the condo, none of them were sober enough to remember what happened - but that had been 
a few weeks ago, when they first got to Vancouver and now they were getting a better grip on the real 


stardom they were looking at. 


Because of Jon and Richie's looks, they were often the life of the party at the strip club. Three guys came in, 
already loaded, and on way more than cocaine and booze. As they walked by, one of them made a comment 


about the faggots that looked like girls. 


Bad day for that sort of comment (not that there is ever a good time). Jon and Richie were working on God- 
only-knows-what, and Desmond Child, their co-writer on a number of the songs on Slippery When Wet was also 


avery out gay man. Jon would not have it. 

Without taking a breath, Jon hauled off and punched the guy right in jaw. Richie stepped in before the guy's 
friends turned it into an all out brawl. No one had ever seen Jon hit anyone or anything. Richie suspected Jon 
might be on something, too, but he wouldn't ask him. 

After Jon apologized to the guys, who had no idea who they were, he bought them a few rounds of drinks and 
apologized profusely again. It was time, before he did something else stupid. It was the first time that he had 


been in a fist fight with someone other than his cousins and brothers. 


Richie had the bar tender call a cab for them - he wasn't going to be able to cope with trying to get a high 
as a kite Jon and 3 drunk band members back home by himself. 


He stripped Jon and put him to bed The guys retreated to their own rooms, and Richie crawled into bed next 
to him, but with his back to Jon's back. 


They didn't have access to the studio on Sundays, and so they would try to keep sane hours and practice at 
the condo. The keyboards hurt Jon's massive hangover, and just smelling food, he wanted to get sick, and he 


hadn't even gotten up and out of bed yet. 


Richie came back in the bedroom and shut the door. Jon groaned, and tried to pretend he had more time to 


sleep. Richie had very different ideas." 
"Jonny?" 

"Ugh, is it morning?" 

"More like mid-afternoon. Wake up." 


Jon rolled over, ran his hand through his mop of curly tangled hair. He really needed to rethink these perms. 


He opened his eyes just in time to see Richie take his belt off of the back of the bedroom door. 


"Rich! We can't do this now! The entire band will hear, the neighbors...” 

"Do you want me to go out to the living room and ask if they'd like to watch? You've really earned it this time, 
and you know that" Richie grabbed Jon by his hair, and pulled him up on his knees. "Tell me that you've earned 
it, and that you need it" 

"Yes, sir." 


"Try again" Richie pulled harder on Jon's hair - knowing full well that he had to have a splitting headache. 


There was a long pause. Richie wasn't sure that he could get Jon to get to that place just yet. So, he waited, 


"Please, sir, whip my ass like | deserve." 
"Much better. Get up and stand against the back of the door." 
"They will hear everything.” 


"I am certain they will, if they choose." Richie wrapped the bet around his fist a few times as Jon took his 


position up against the bedroom door. 
"Can | ask how many?" 
"50, if you don't break position 15 if you do." 


"Thank you, Sir." Jon put his head against the wall, his hands up on the door to lean against them a little more 
comfortably - hoping he could stand still. If Rich hit his back, he'd be a bawling mess. 


Richie hit him hard for the first IO, straight across his ass. Jon was whimpering already. He heard Tico turn 
the stereo on and started blasting the entire Back In Black album. It was loud enough that if he wasn't 
screaming, it would cover the sound of that belt hitting his bare flesh. 


After that first 10, and the music covering up the sound - Richie told Jon to turn around, and cup himself 
with his hands so that there were no stray stripes as he delivered the next IO on the front of his thighs. 


Jon was really struggling to stay standing, and Richie noticed, and wasn't quite ready to add 25 more. Weak- 
kneed, Jon appreciated Richie's help to turn around for 1O on the back of his thighs. Jon was cussing, but not 


screaming out. 


Richie grabbed him by the hair and turned him back around. IO really hard ones on his back. Jon had tears 


streaming down his cheeks. 


"Bend over and touch your toes, and stay that way." Jon started praying to any God out there that he could 
survive these 0. Thankfully, they weren't as hard as the others had been, and he survived. Tearfully, but 


survived. 
"Thank you, Sir," Jon managed as he crawled back into bed. 


‘In about a half hour, | am going to come back in here and get you up and moving for the day. Use the time 


to call Dot" 

Jon nodded, and reached for the phone as Richie walked out and shut the door. 
"Hi, babe." 

"Hi, ma'am" 


Dorothea's sigh was audible from almost 3000 miles away. "What did you do?" Jon told her about the fist 
fight, the cocaine, the drinking, and the whipping he just took. 


"Good. You'll be home late Friday night? Plan on having a discussion with me about this as well." 


"Yes, ma'am," Jon sighed and tried to remember what belts *she* owned. Or one of his. He hadn't been in this 
kind of trouble since he was a teenager. 


Dorothea = Home 


Author's Notes: 
No S€M in this chapter. 


It was Friday, and Jon had no marks on him at all by the time he was heading back to New Jersey. It had been 
a rough week, but no one in the band said a word to him about overhearing him getting in trouble. He had no 
idea what to expect from Dot when he got home. 


She met him at Newark, and welcomed him home with hugs, kisses, and a swat to his ass. She smiled as he 
didn't flinch from the swat. The ride home was quick, and he hadn't been so happy to see New Jersey since he 
had left the last leg of the tour in Japan. 


They had purchased a modest house for now, while waiting to find the perfect location to build the mansion of 
their dreams. She wanted to fill it with happy voices of lots of children - and Jon, well, he liked the idea. But at 
heart, he was a rockstar, not a family man. He had no idea how much life would change over the next IO 


years. 

Once at home, he opened the fridge and took out sandwich fixings. When he had been thinking about marks - he 
forgot about the cut and bruise on his hand from the fight the other night. Dot didn't forget, and immediately 
noticed it. 


She took his hand and held it gently. "Has it hurt all week, affecting your studio time?" Jon shook his head. He 
had mostly put the incident behind him by this point. He kissed her, and held her tight. 


"Jon, | know | said we had to have a discussion. But it doesn't mean you're in more trouble." Jon breathed a 


deep sigh of relief. It wasn't that he would resent it, but sometimes with limited time at home, he just wanted 


to make love, eat, drink and see his friends. 

"What is it about, baby?" 

‘| want you to be more careful. Richie called me that night, after he put you to bed." 
"Oh" That was as much as Jon could muster. After all, she was right. 


"Remember the PCP summer? You can't do that nonsense right now." Jon hadn't known the joint he was 


smoking was laced with PCP at a party a few years before - and he had horrible nightmares and hallucinations 


after that. Never again 


"| do. And | won't." 


"Promise me, no more drugs. Alcohol is fine. Ritalin when you need it. Cigarettes." 
"Deal." 


And while it wouldn't be the last time that Jon ever tried drugs, but the next time wouldn't be for a few 
years, and with her by his side. She was his protector in so many ways. But if she wasn't so independent, and 


so strong, this would have never worked. 
Jon grabbed her and held her tight against his chest. She just felt so warm, so much like... home. 
"Dorothea, when we are done recording this album - lets start talking more seriously about getting married 


She melted in his arms. The man could have almost any woman he wanted, and a few men too - but she was 
the one he came home to. The one he adored. The one that knew him and all of his faults, and loved him 


anyway. 


Gently he lifted her up onto the kitchen table, and reached up her dress and removed her panties. Pulling her 
towards the end of the table, he raised the dress over her arms and removed her bra, too. Naked. His. As 


much as he belonged to her - she was his one and only. He'd never had feelings like this about anyone else. 


She reached for his belt buckle and unbuttoned his jeans. She was fully prepared to tease him and get him nice 
and worked up - but this time, he was hard and ready and wanted *her.* 


She pulled him closer to her and wrapped her legs around his waist. 


"Fuck me," she said quietly. "Really fuck me." And he did. And then he carried her upstairs with a bottle of red 


wine and two glasses. 


By the time he had set her down, took off his jeans - he was ready again. She laid on her back, waiting to see 


what he wanted. And he gently crawled on top of her, and was inside her again in a split second. 


But this time, he was in no rush. He wanted to feel her, to feel her desire, and savor every second of this. 
This is how every weekend should be, he thought - hell, every day if he could have his way. But he knew deep 
down the Slippery When Wet tour was going to be epic, and she wouldn't want to be the bth wheel on the bus. 
The boys needed their strong bond and cohesion that came only with the five of them. 


As they lay in bed, naked, finishing off the last of the wine, she posed and interesting question to him - how 
about next weekend, instead of him flying home.. that she come to him. They could see some of the sights in 
Vancouver. She joked that it might be the last time they get the chance to have a quiet night out on the town 
before the free world could identify him. 


She had no idea just how close to reality that was going to come before the end of the year. 


Back in Vancouver 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM in this one. 


As Jon sat on the tarmac waiting to head back to Vancouver, he thought about what Dorothea had proposed - 
that she come to him more often. It would definitely take some pressure off of his body and dealing with a 3 


hour time difference. But in some ways, it was bound to add pressure to him. 


Some of the other guys had their girlfriends come up on occasion, but with two members going through 
divorces - the age difference between Jon, Richie and David next to Tico and Alec was more noticeable. They 
were close to each other, but in different ways. David had been Jon's friend for years, dating back to the 
Atlantic City Expressway. Jon and Richie had their chemistry - which led to Teek and Alec spending more time 
together just the two of them - which was tricky. Alec would get stupid when he was drunk. TT was an angry 
drunk, and a fighter. 


So he had said they'd try it this way, and see how things went. Because their hometown was small and 
everybody knew each other - Richie had known Dorothea longer than Jon had. They were all friendly to one 
another, and when they had been on the 1800 tour, she was with the band off and on more than she was 


now. 


But that was before Jon and Richie had started whatever it was they were doing. And Jon could not imagine 
kissing Richie in front of his girl. He was still trying to figure out how he and Rich had gotten to this point, and 
what exactly this was. It wasn't like he was naturally submissive. In fact, the opposite was true. He was the 
leader of the band - there had never been any doubt about that. It didn't always lead to great relationships 
between the band, but they were working it out now. 


And Richie, the eternal optimist and Jon the dreamer, knew this album was going to be the *one.* Jon had to 
keep his head in the game. And he had to sleep. He was horrible about not getting enough sleep while away 


from home. 


So when Jon had gotten a little too high the one night, Richie called Dot. He had no idea that in the future, Jon 


would be the one calling his wife to say that he was concerned about the drug use. 


From a practical standpoint, with Doc's legal situation being a mess, there was no way that Jon could get away 
with getting arrested for even possession That really sunk in with Jon over the weekend, when talking about 
everything that had happened the previous week. For once, he slept all the way back to Vancouver, where 
Richie was waiting to pick him up. 


Jon stepped off the plane, lit a cigarette and slapped Richie's back and hugged him. Very manly greeting, he 


joked. 


The condo was actually pretty close to the airport. He was thankful - he wanted to be back in that wildly 
uncomfortable bed and curled up to Richie. He didn't understand the feeling, but he knew he felt safe in his 


arms. 


Back at the condo, they had a few hours before they had to meet up at the studio. He crawled into the bed in 
their room. Richie pounced on him, and kissed him long and hard. Jon was distracted, as his brain had already 


moved on to the state of the condo: dear God, if Dot is coming in this weekend we have to clean! 


Richie reached for Jon's chin, and turned his head toward him and kissed him again, gently. Jon turned inward 
and curled up against Richie's chest. This was a very comforting position, he noted. He should lay with Richie 
like this more often. 


Richie's hair was getting so insanely long. Freshly showered though, it was not the knotty mess it usually was. 
Jon took a deep breath, inhaled the smell of Richie's shampoo, and Richie himself. And he unbuttoned Richie's 


jeans. 

"Jon, you just got off the plane, you don't have to... 

"sshhh... | want to." 

Jon unbuttoned Richie's flannel shirt, began kissing his neck, then chest, and all the way down to the waist of 
his jeans. Richie lifted his hips to help his jeans come off a little easier. Jon pushed them down just far enough, 


and took Richie's now hard cock in his hand. Gently, he kissed his belly, and then took Richie in his mouth. 


Richie reached for him like he was going to grab him by the hair and get a little rougher. Jon shook his head. 
"No, not this time. Just let me make you feel good." 


Richie put his hands down, and just let Jon do what he wanted to do. 


The talk box 


Jon was stuck. They had penned Living on a Prayer a few months ago, but he just wasn't feeling it while they 


were recording. He wanted to call Desmond up. 


Richie had all but flat-out confirmed that Desmond and Jon were not an item before - but he thought that 
they had both entertained the the idea while writing these songs. He wasn't quite ready for Desmond to be 
inserted into their little group of 5 - which was certainly calming down a little and settling into their roles with 
the new album. They all felt like this could be #the* one that would change their lives forever - and they had 
to admit, the ride had already been damned good so far. 


Richie had picked up a newer talk box than the one he had at home. Jon groaned. Peter Frampton could pull off 
the talk box. Not many others could. Was Richie one of them? Alec? There was no way that Jon was going to 


use it - ever. If for no other reason, the sensation of that thing in his mouth made him want to gag. 


Jon kept shaking his head and saying "no" from the other side of the studio glass every time that Richie even 
looked like he might pull it out. Finally, he relented. They didn't have to use it, and he was thinking that maybe 
it could do something for this song that was missing - something. Jon couldn't identify the "something" yet. 


This was the birth of the Tommy and Gina storyline: a fictional working class couple that could be any young 
couple struggling to make it. The story had been Jon's idea, sort of, in that he wanted to write more optimistic 
songs, with more of a storyline than he'd managed to get going on the last album(s). 


Jon walked into the room and picked up his headset. "Let's try it again, with the talk box." 
It was almost magical how at ease and how quickly Richie had turned a boring intro into something Jon could 
*feel.* He called Desmond and had Richie do it again. Then he called Wayne Isham, who would be doing the next 


video. Jon was not a huge fan of Isham's, but Doc had convinced him to let him do at least the first two 


videos for Slippery. 


By the end of the week, Doc/Wayne/Desmond would all be in Vancouver. They would not be going home, and 
they were going to keep banging at these new songs until they had polished them all. 


Now, they could see the future. And the $. And the girls. And stardom. 


Home for the weekend, Flashback to lb 


Author's Notes: 
Rougher story. Flashback to a whipping received as a teenager. 


It had begun. The Slippery When Wet beast was a non-stoppable train. Most importantly, the guys didn't want 
off the train, even if it could be stopped. Once you can see the top of the charts, and people start uttering 


statements like "biggest rock album ever" and "biggest tour ever" - the glare becomes blinding. 


Jon had canceled anyone's plans to travel home until everything was at least recorded and on to the mixing 
stage. They had decided to release Bad Name first. Jon wasn't crazy about the name, but didn't have many 


choices, because of an awful song "Shot Through the Heart" on their first album. 


Originally scheduled to open for 38 Special, it was now a matter of who they were going to choose to open for 


them. They had arrived. 
And their personal lives were going to hell, fast. 


There were other bands in the picture now - 38 Special, which had been an odd pairing to begin with, was 
pissed off. Motley Crue, who they had borrowed Wayne Isham and Doc McGee from, and that they had opened 
for at the end of the last tour - were pissed off. Loverboy, who had passed on Desmond's first version of the 


song, were pissed off. 


Jon and Richie had gotten careless around their own band, in their locker rooms. They hadn't come entirely 
clean with management, either, and Jon had no plan to. Richie was more trusting - which wouldn't play out well 
later - but he and Jon couldn't discuss it without arguing. 


And Richie was feeling used. 
Dorothea was mad that he wasn't coming home more, and that Jon wasn't up for long visits from her. 


Jon was feeling like he should be on the top of the world, but couldn't quite get there emotionally. When he 
went home for about 40 hours, he went to his parents’ house. He couldn't believe his little brothers were 
going to be growing up with *this* behind them. Tony was almost 19, had just graduated. But Matt.. Matt was 
only 10. 


His mom knew Jon was tired. She asked him point-blank about his drug use. She wasn't oblivious. He told her 
the truth, that he'd all but stopped using except the occasional weed. And he didn't think he was likely to pick it 
up again, with the risks at stake. 


Of course, that same night, he went to the Fast Lane and got higher than a kite. With strangers. What a 
concept, he'd soon learn. At 24, it was unlikely he was going to run into a "stranger" again, at least in most of 
the Western world, and a huge chunk of the Eastern world, too. Due to previous success in Japan, they were 


being invited everywhere. 


He crawled home around 4am. No one was awake. He was sleeping in his parents' room for the night, because it 
was farther away from the rest of the house and he was less likely to wake anyone up at this hour. On the 
back of their bathroom door, he saw his dad's belt, and his razor strap. 


Jon always attributed his smart mouth as the reason why he was always in trouble with his dad. 
To his mom, Jon could do no wrong. 


To his dad, it had seemed he could do little right - at least back when he was in high school. He remembered 
the last time his dad had whipped him after he had stayed out all night, again, without calling. 


Senior had put up with a lot from his eldest, and parenting the younger two was a breeze compared to Junior. 


But not coming home/not calling was not an option if you were under his roof. 


Jon had been about lb at the time. At lb, at least in 1978, you could still sneak into bars. The drinking age in NJ 
was |8, and it was much easier to pass for I8, even if you were still in high school. Jon did a lot of shows 
during the week, when it was easier to get a venue, and his dad had about had enough of his skipping 
school/barely passing. 


He was a little high, and had downed two beer after the show - so he hadn't seen his dad sitting in the living 
room when he snuck in. He just heard the sound of his belt buckle, and the swish of the belt coming out of his 
pants. 


His dad was not abusive. He didn't dish out physical punishment lightly. He knew that if his dad knew half of 
what he did, he'd never sit down. He figured he mostly earned it the times he did get caught/punished. 


Not tonight. He wasn't in the mood to cooperate. And he was getting too old for this. It had been a couple of 
months, but the last time, his dad had made him cry pretty hard. He turned towards his dad and just said 


no. 

His dad grabbed the back of his arm and dragged him to their bedroom. Fuck, Jon muttered. He pushed away 
from his dad again, who this time grabbed him harder. He knew his mom would be asleep - and that his dad 
fully knew that he'd wake her up dragging him into their room - making the situation worse. She saw Jon raise 


his arm to his dad - and that was it. She left the room. Sometimes, she would interfere - but that line? Jon 


knew it shouldn't be crossed. 


Jon Sr. shoved Jon over the end of the bed, and Jon stood up again. He couldn't remember what he said 


beyond "no" - but Senior definitely was not letting him get up and away. He grabbed him again, and dragged him 
toward the bathroom. That damned strap. He dropped the belt, and plucked the strap off of the hook on the 
back of the bathroom door. 

"Take your shirt off" Jon hated that strap, especially on his bare back. 

Jon stood there. 


"OFF, or | will cut it off" 


Jon lifted his shirt, and tried to prepare himself. His dad usually hit his ass - and his ass only, unless he was 


good and pissed. And he was both tonight 
How much have you had to drink? And don't you dare lie to me" 
"Two. 

"How much have you smoked? 


No answer. Senior held the strap, waiting. Jon gave one more thought to locking himself in his room - if he 


could get there before his dad. But his mouth. His damned mouth. 
"Weed or tobacco?" 


Senior spun him around and shoved him up against the wall. His oldest son might be taller than him at this 
point, but was not stronger than him. The strap connected with Jon's hip, through his jeans and over his wallet. 
Jon was just high enough to stifle a giggle as he thought "missed" He hoped he hadn't said it aloud, but 


regardless - message was received. 


The lb year old was going to get a lesson tonight. A painful one. The next blow was on his bare back, and by 
the 3rd, Jon decided it was in his best interest to cooperate. He'd already done enough to make the situation 


worse. 


Twenty minutes later, a sobbing Jon was helped to his room by his mom. Senior muttered "Let him stay home 


Today." 


He had a feeling this was the last time he'd have that sort of discussion with his brilliant, misguided teenager. 


How far Jon had come in the last 8 years, he thought. He started to undress to head to bed, and he turned to 


see his mom standing there. She worried about him. She knew he wasn't sober tonight. 


She kissed him and said they'd talk in the morning. 


"Mom?" She turned, and saw him look at the bathroom door. "Is it still there?" 

"You know it is." 

"Can | take it out of the house? He doesn't use it, does he?" 

He'd never seen either of his brothers in enough trouble that their dad had hit them. 


"Yes, you can take it - if you take it home." That statement was laden with assumptions. "And no. Your 


brothers are saints in comparison" 
He laughed. They couldn't help but be. He was already a legend in their small town, and now - now he was 
about to become legendary worldwide. He wasn't ready for it. He knew that. She was worried about what the 


fame was going to do to him. 


He took the strap down and put it in his suitcase. His carryons kept getting smaller and smaller. He hated 


packing. He'd rather buy new things at this point. 


He'd give the strap to Dorothea, eventually. But part of him did smile at the though of using it on someone 


else (like Richie) or having Richie use it on him. 


He never thought for a minute he'd use it on Dorothea, ever. That just didn't seem right: 


Never Say Goodbye 


Jon rolled over in the morning, almost surprised that he *wasn't* sore. He felt like he should be. He wanted to 
apologize to his parents, and make good on a promise he made to them long ago - if he made it, he wanted to 


buy them a house, so they'd never have to work again. 


His dad was already at work when he woke up in the morning. Mom was in the kitchen, set on making her 


eldest breakfast. 
"John, are you sure you know what you're doing?" she asked, pushing his long hair out of his eyes. 
"No. Not at all” 


And he didn't know how to follow up that statement. He had to be at Newark before long. He had already called 


a taxi. "I'm pretty sure life is never going to be the same." 
"Isn't this what you've always wanted?" 
"Yeah. But the reality seems so much different than the dream." 


She couldn't deny him that. Even she hadn't expected this rocket ship, and she had been convinced since she 
got pregnant with him that he was destined for great things. 


She wrapped her arms around him. "Don't ever forget where you came from, and that we are still here." 


And he knew that he never would. 


Richie was annoyed with him. 

He didn't quite understand what Rich's objection to his going home had been, but Richie had been less than 
enthusiastic about his going home to NJ over the weekend. Now, Richie was watching him unpack on a Sunday 
night, annoyed and irritable. 

Finally, Jon turned to him - "what is your issue?" 


"What did you do while at home?" 


"Nothing. Like, nothing that pertains to me, you or the band. Spent some time at the Fast Lane, spent some 
time with my parents and brothers." That answer worked.. mostly. Richie knew his mom was more.. observant... 


than they gave her credit for. But she would never go to the press. 


"| didn't talk about us. Mom is worried about other things." 
"Like?" 
"My drug use. Whether | can keep up with this pace. Whether l'm independent enough to do this." 


Richie didn't really blink. This is where their age difference started to matter. Richie was almost 3 years older, 
had been independent awhile, and his parents had long ago accepted whatever he was going to do was his own 
problem. Jon didn't have that level of blanket support - his parents wanted to be there for him, even if he 


crashed and burned. 


Richie walked over and wrapped his arms around Jon's waist as he unpacked. Jon was noticeably uncomfortable 
and didn't turn into Richie's embrace. "| don't know if they'd get this," he said as he finally turned towards 
Richie's chest. 


"Do they have to?" 
‘Only if we ever make it big" 


Richie disagreed. They could do this, and still keep the intimate details of ‘them' a secret. He convinced Jon of 
it. 
Jon nodded, and pulled Richie toward him to kiss him. He held on tightly to Richie's long hair. 


noon came early, even to the rockstars. Jon woke up an hour before they needed to leave for the studio, and 
even then didn't feel like they had quite enough time. But it was Monday - another work day, another set of 


songs recorded, and another set of complicated ties forged. 


And it was the Monday where Jon and Richie had space to fill on Slippery When Wet. Maybe 4 minutes, but 
they needed one more song. Only a few more minutes - and Richie thought Jon could do it. He already had the 


material.. he'd heard it, when they were alone, and singing. 
"A ballad," Richie suggested. 


"No. They were awful on the first two." 
"You didn't write all of those first albums." 


Richie had to poke and prod Jon, before the final song was added to Slippery When Wet - Never Say Goodbye. It 


wasn't Jon's first choice, but it was the choice they needed. 


The album was complete. 


Friday Night 


Author's Notes: 
No direct BDSM. Implied 


Now that the album was recorded, they still had a lot of work to get it into production - to consider it 
"released" - and to get the videos onto MTV. 


Jon was now 24. Richie had turned 21. Living in hotel rooms, vacationing together, living together, and sleeping 
together - they were out of secrets. And even more so, they were tired. And now facing a long tour, and 


recording several videos for the insanely popular MTV. 


While Jon understood the importance of MTV, he had no idea that once they played Bad Name, that they were 
going to forever be That Band. 


Within a week, they had the number one song, the number one album, and had sold out half of their released 
tour dates. The more that stress piled on, the more than Jon turned to Richie and not Dorothea. 


And that confused Jon, Richie, and Dorothea. They all did their best to blame the circumstances, and the 
distance. But it was all shadow games right now. At the end of the day, Richie was there and Dorothea wasn't. 
And it got to all three of them - worst of all, Jon. He was plagued by guilt and responsibilities, and love for 
both of them. But it was a very different love, without a doubt. One that Richie could palpate. 


Richie tried to be the man that Jon needed, while at the same time, the man that he wanted. Often times, 
those were not the same thing. Jon needed so much, and Richie wanted much more, but Jon's heart was not 


there. He *needed* Richie. Whenever they were separated, he felt like he was missing his right hand 


And Jon felt like Richie was thinking about leaving. He was gone more nights than he spent with Jon at this 
point, and Jon worried. About everything - but at the top of the list was their careers. 


It was a Friday night, and neither were going home. Jon had relented and let everyone else go home for the 
weekend while he and Richie worked on a few last minute revisions. Or something like that. He had lost track of 


the number of lies and excuses they'd given. At this point, he knew that they had the weekend to themselves. 


Richie was excited. This was the first time one-on-one in months. Jon had plans. He'd had the strap tucked 
away in a side pocket of his weekend bag, and had not even shown it to Richie. Its effect would be immediate - 


he'd be a very good boy for Richie, if he picked up that strap. 


It was Friday afternoon, they had just finished the last dumbass MTV interview of the week. If one more 
person talked about their hair or dress before they asked a single question about their music, Jon was going 


to have a fit. 


They had been holed up in Vancouver so long, Jon had wanted to escape for the weekend. But he decided that 
it might be too much to try to fly, get back to Vancouver, and still get quality time together. They had agreed 
to take the phone off of the hook, set the Do Not Disturb sign out, and stay in. And to let the guitars collect 
dust for the weekend. They were both a little edgy. 


Jon had been forced to move everyone to a hotel a few weeks ago. The neighbors hated them and they were 
being .. chased.. for lack of a better word.. at this point. But privacy was precious, and they had very little of 
it. For appearances sake, Jon and Richie had moved into separate suites. Of course, Doc, Wayne, Bruce, and 
countless other management staff had started to dictate their days. They had kept the plan to stay in 


Vancouver for the weekend private. 


And Jon had let things with Dorothea fall to the wayside. They were so busy, so exhausted from long days and 
so many people telling them what to do. She hadn't walked away, yet, but he was trying her patience. He felt 


like on any given day, he was trying everyone's patience. 


By the time they walked out of the last interview, Jon was toast. He wanted a good stiff drink, a nice high, and 


laid. In no particular order. 


Richie was the planner - he had made sure that dinner and drinks were ordered as soon as they were back at 
the hotel. He had moved his stuff into Jon's room this morning. Jon quickly stripped down to just his jeans, and 
sat on the floor to eat and watch whatever was on the TV. They both longed for some sense of "normal" at 


this point. Jon sat on the floor in front of Richie, and he rested his head on Richie's knee while they tried for 


the 3rd time this week to watch the movie Footloose. 


Richie ran his hands through Jon's matted, hair-spray thick hair. It was a mop at this point. But when teased 
out, it looked great on TV. Richie was a little jealous, as his hair was painfully straight, and no perm was going 


to fix that. 


Jon turned around and kissed Richie, which surprised him. Richie was getting to the point where he expected to 
have to be the one to initiate, if things were going to go anywhere on any given night - and it was hard for 
him to share Jon's affection He was under no delusions that he'd ever have 100% of Jon - and that was true 
even if Dorothea hadn't been a part of the picture. 


"I brought back something, for you to use, if you'd like." 


"Oh?" Richie was racking his brain - he couldn't even remember when either of them had been home last. Jon 


opened the side pocket of his bag, and took out the strap. 


"Oh!" Richie only knew a little about this part of Jon, but he knew what the strap meant. Jon put it in Richie's 


hands, and waited. He wasn't sure how he expected this part to go. Richie got up, and took the strap with him. 
Jon knew, without looking, that he was hanging on the back of the bathroom door. 


He sat down, and guided Jon back to where he had been sitting before. He wanted the movie, the semi-normal 
Friday night. He couldn't remember the last time he had seen Jon even eat a full meal. The last few weeks had 


been insane, for both of them. Jon curled up on the sofa with his head in Richie's lap and fell asleep. 


Saturday Morning 


Author's Notes: 
BDSM content. 


Richie let Jon sleep in that Saturday morning. He was plotting and playful - and decided he'd try some role play 


with Jon and see how it went. 

"Get up, boy! You overslept!" 

Jon rolled over, rubbed his eyes and looked at best, confused. 

"You were supposed to be up and out of the house an hour ago. Get up, get in the shower!" Jon sat on the 
edge of the bed for a minute and decided to play along. Either Rich was up to something, or he was 
legitimately forgetting something they had planned. 

He took a long, hot shower. As he started to wake up, he figured that Richie wanted him in the shower so he'd 
wash the hair spray and goop out of his hair. He knew Richie didn't like how the crunchy, teased hair felt. 
Especially not when they were going to be spending, what Jon only assumed, was a lot of time in bed. 

"How late were you out last night, Jonny?" 

"|... dunno? 4? Sam?" 


"What time is your curfew?" 


"Midnight" This was definitely familiar grounds for Jon He had almost never been home on time for curfew. He 


wrapped one towel around his waist, and one around his head. 

"What did | tell you would happen the next time | caught you?" 

"That you'd tan my hide” 

"Go get the strap” 

Jon *hated® when his dad would do this. It was worse than when he made him give over his own belt. As he 


walked toward the bathroom, he was really regretting being fresh out of the shower. Things always stung 


more when your skin was soft and warm out of the shower. 


He took the strap off the hook, and took it to Richie. "I'm sorry, sir." 
"Jon, if you were sorry, you'd stop disobeying me." 


When Jon had been younger, he occasionally had to drop his jeans for a spanking. But since his dad had started 
using his belt or the strap, he hadn't - except for the occasional strapping he took on his back, when his dad 
would make him take his shirt off. That had only happened a few times, but it was as he'd gotten older, 


mouthier, and tougher. 
"Hand me both of your towels.” 


Jon obeyed, and never felt so naked in front of Richie. The strap made him vulnerable. He was questioning his 


sanity at the moment for giving him such an immediate, effective tool. 


Richie reached for his hand, and led him over to the sofa Jon had expected harsher treatment, rougher - and 
Richie wasn't there, not this morning. He wasn't sure how to read Richie when it was like this - more 
romantic, more sensual. And it felt.. off. Jon also knew that the last time they had gone down this road, he'd 
been bruised for weeks, and Richie felt guilty. Too guilty, till he'd healed. In this regard, Jon got to lead the way 
- he knew that he could get Richie there. He pulled his hand away. 


"No. I've gotten too old for this." 


Richie grabbed Jon by the back of his arm. A tender spot. Jon shoved him, slightly. This time, Richie grabbed 
him and shoved him over the back of the sofa. He obviously got the hint. He slapped Jon's ass hard, and 
reached for the strap that he had set back down on the sofa. Jon took a deep breath, audibly. He wasn't 
entirely sure where his head would go with this, but he reached back in an attempt to block Richie's first 


blow. 


Richie grabbed his hand, and struck him with the strap with his left hand. He held Jon like that, delivering a 
few dozen blows with the strap before he let go of his wrist. 


Jon was like jello. It wasn't a sexual thing as much as... cathartic... this time. 
Richie pulled him over to the bed and wrapped his arms around him. They needed more weekends like this. 


More down time. More time to reset - they all did. And he and Jon had been hyper-focused on writing 
material, partying, and each other - and not enough on the band. 


Jon Initiates, Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Jon takes the lead. 


Richie was impressed at how long Jon slept. He was exhausted - and he'd been right when he asked him if he'd 
been sleeping with random women. He had. He wanted to give Jon space, but at the same time was still trying 
to figure out his own long-term plan and questioning his own sexuality. He still believed that he was straight, 


but Jon was the exception to everyone's rules. 


Richie had stepped out onto the balcony to smoke, and when he came back into the suite, Jon was stirring. 
Richie started a pot of coffee while Jon had his first cigarette of the day. They had a lot to get done before 
going back to mixing the record on Monday. 


Richie watched as Jon leaned over the balcony, wearing just a pair of pajama bottoms. His hair fell down over 
his eyes, and he was simply stunning as he gazed out over the water, with a cigarette in his hand. At times, 
Richie wished that Jon was more capable of a 'real relationship, but at the same time, he knew that it would 


be a toxic situation in a band. The tension worked, for all the right reasons and only a few of the wrong ones. 


By the time they got back to the hotel Saturday night, Richie was tired and grumpy. Jon was hyper-focused 
on planning out the videos after their meeting with the producers for lunch, and hadn't shut up about various 
different ideas since they had left the studio. 

Richie snapped at Jon, and called him a control freak 

"What was that?" Jon gave him the side-eyed look he'd later become famous for. He didn't need to vocalize his 
displeasure - he wore his feelings on his sleeve and his emotions on his face. He'd already been feeling more 


dominant and thinking about using the strap on Richie since he'd been back. 


Richie could have backed down, but he didn’t. "You know, this album would be much easier to get finished if 


you hadn't become such a control freak this time around" 
"Do you really want another like 7800? Our careers would be over!" 

"No. But | want you. And that matters more than the album" 

Jon stopped him. He always did when Richie started to utter those three words that Jon didn't want to hear. 


‘lm the leader." Jon said, steadfast. He wasn't going to share responsibilities for a band that bore his family 


name on it, even if it was spelled wrong. 


"I know. Believe me, we all know." Richie sighed. He was worried that he and Jon were going to get into it any 


day and not be able to bounce back from it. 


Jon took his cowboy boots off, and kicked his socks into the hamper. He was getting rather fond of being in a 
hotel, and having someone to clean up after him. He started to take his shirt and belt off, and changed his 
mind. Richie took his shirt off and sat down on the couch in just his jeans and grubby tank top. He chuckled as 
he thought of how infrequently he and Jon did laundry - they really were like two teenage boys turned loose 


with a big allowance. 


Jon came over to Richie from behind, and started running his hands through Richie's hair. He'd washed his and 
not used any product in it, so it was crazy straight and ordinary. Jon was a little jealous. His hair didn't 
behave, no matter what he attempted - which is why he had given up on it years ago. 


He leaned forward and kissed Richie's neck. Then his forehead. Jon grabbed Richie's t-shirt and started to pull 
him toward the bed. Richie was elated that Jon was initiating. 


Jon on Top (part 2) 


Author's Notes: 
BDSM. 


Things were moving quickly now. They had 4 months before the release of the album, and an entire tour and 
all the videos to record. Jon wasn't obsessed with MTV yet, and didn't love Wayne Isham. And he wanted to 
avoid doing anything that Motley Crue had already done. 


They were going to record Bad Name and Prayer at the same time. One in color, one not. Jon was not a fan of 
the format, or the "flying" nonsense they had brought into the filming - and were going to take on tour. 


He was increasingly claustrophobic, so he didn't care for the harnesses they had to wear to make the videos - 
and he especially was not a fan of them live - because they had to go on under his clothes. For the video, 
they could go over his skin tight leather pants or spandex. That was doable. 


What he hadn't thought about though, was where those harnesses would fall: right in the junction between his 
thigh and butt cheek The easiest place to wind up with bruises from his... evening activities. Not comfortable if 
he had bruises, not at all. 


And there was the height issue. Jon didn't realize he was afraid of heights before, and he wasn't sure he was 
now ~- as long as the ground beneath him was solid. They had to practice the "flying" - and Jon would have 
happily agreed to let just Alec and Richie go airborne after the first few times. He tried to be silly and have 
fun with it, but he absolutely hated it. He tried to convince them that he didn't need to "fly" - but that was 


shot down quickly. 


And the rigging for flying took them an extra 4 hours to set up, and an extra hour on tear-down, He needed 
even more stage hands and riggers. They were quickly approaching 15 people on this tour already. He couldn't 
even fathom costs, salary, and keeping that many people happy. 


Jon felt like he was losing control over the Slippery train. They pushed through an album cover that he hadn't 
approved - and wound up absolutely hating. He could get back all but about 300,000 copies that had been 


shipped overseas. Well, he smiled.. at least now we have our first "collector's item." 


Dorothea had been patient with him, and was back in Vancouver. She saw how tired he was, and how he was 
able to avoid taking drugs to get up and to fall asleep - but she wasn't sure how long he could avoid it. And 
since she was still going home to Sayreville, she saw his parents more than he did. His dad wouldn't ask, but 


his mom would. 


The hype for this album was hitting radio stations and MTV. They had to be "on" more than "off" because 


people were starting to recognize them. They headed to LA two months before the album release to start 
doing interviews and photo shoots, and Jon felt like he was wearing more make-up than he wasn't. For now, he 
laughed off the people who made jokes about the band looking like girls - he just continued to insist that they 
didn't get into it the way that Poison just had for their debut hit album - Look What the Cat Dragged In. It 
had the commercial success Jon had longed for on his first two albums. After they reached every milestone, 
he wondered what he next one would be. They'd made their dreams come true already, he thought, as he was 


flying over an empty arena recording Living on a Prayer. Life would never be the same. 


After a few weeks at the St. James hotel in Hollywood, Jon was restless. He and Richie were no different than 
any of the other guys in the band around Dorothea. The strain was starting to get palpable. 


‘Im going to invite my sisters to join me in Vegas this weekend," she announced one night. He stopped before 
asking why. She knew. Jon left Richie a note on his guitar one night, and said to not make any plans this 


weekend. The rest of the guys were going home one more time before the insanity started. 
Soon, Friday morning was there and it was just Jon and Richie in Hollywood for the weekend. 


After hitting the Hard Rock for happy hour, Richie and Jon wandered up and down the Sunset Strip till the sun 
went down, and then wound up drinking at some hole in the wall bar above a tiny record store. By the time 
they left, Richie was really drunk, and Jon was well on his way. When they reached the hotel, Jon had a new 


surge of energy. 


Richie was changing into pajama bottoms, and when he took his shirt off, he heard Jon suck in his breath. He 
turned and look at Jon, with the most coy, innocent look he could manage. He knew that Jon loved to see him 


with his shirt off. He waited to see if Jon would react. He stayed quiet. 
"What do you want tonight?" 


"You," Jon said, without missing a beat, but not meeting Richie's gaze, either. Richie dropped his shirt onto the 
bed, and stayed with his jeans undone standing by the bed. Jon paused, but it looked like he was trying to plan 
his method of attack. Richie sat down on the edge of the bed. 


Jon walked over to him and took his chin in his hand. He loved Richie's dark brown eyes. He kissed him 
passionately. He had missed this. It was different with anyone else. He held Richie by the nape of the neck, and 
kept kissing him while shimmying out of his own clothing. He had finally decided what he wanted. 


Jon pushed Richie onto his back, and pulled his jeans the rest of the way off. He missed the earlier days, when 
making out was less complicated, and felt more familiar to him. It felt like they were starting all over again He 
paused, and told Richie to turn over. He wanted to use Richie's belt on him, and to mark him. To hurt him, just 
a little. He was hesitating though, and Richie knew. 


"IFs okay," Richie said quietly, looking over his shoulder. "I want you to. I'll never be the bottom you are, but 
that doesn’t mean | don’t enjoy it, and don't get anything out of it" 


Jon reached for his own belt. Then he paused. He walked into the bathroom and got the strap. He never 
thought he'd do this, to anyone, really. Richie had taught him an awful lot, sexually. Richie saw what he had, 


and nodded, then asked where Jon wanted him. 


"Bend over the foot of the bed," he said quietly. Jon was a less talkative top than Richie. He wanted to make 
him hurt, and then make it hurt when he fucked him. 


The strap felt strange in his hands: heavier than a belt, and a little harder to wield. Not as satisfying, Jon 
learned, but not without its own baggage that weighed heavily on the scenario. Jon had never made Richie cry. 
Of course, he'd never seen him cry, either. Jon was the emotional, tear-filled one, which he was usually OK 
with - it made him more popular with women. Richie, Jon felt, was the more stereotypical hunk. Women would 
be drawn to him naturally, while Jon felt like he had to work for it - or at least, that's how he felt on bad 
days. 


He found his inner sadist that night. Whipping not only Richie's ass, but his back, good and hard. Harder than 
even he thought he'd be capable of, especially now that he was in a more complicated, complex relationship 


with Richie. 


He reached for the lube, stopping short of making Richie cry (they both thought he was pretty close), and for 


the first time - wore a condom when having sex with Richie. 


Life had hanged since they had been in LA. Since they had left for Vancouver. And it certainly wasn't going to 
ever go back to what it had been before. 


Processing after 


Richie was beat. Literally. 


He hadn't taken a beating from Jon like that since the beginning. Jon had always viewed it as his .. 
responsibility.. to keep Richie in check, and there was never a need to make it physical - unless they wanted to. 


This time, Jon had reasons to punish, and he did. But he wanted Richie sore and sorry before he even tried to 
talk about them. After his beating, Richie had curled up on the sofa for awhile, and pulled away from Jon. He 
didn't want to be held or comforted. And definitely not used. Jon understood, but took it hard. Harder than he'd 
expected - even though he couldn't remember the last time he had truly punished Richie. 

Jon curled up in his sweats, finally matching with Patriots gear on top and bottom, and turned off the light in 
suite. He wanted to give Richie all the time he needed, while trying to hold it together himself. The more time 
passed, the harder it was getting. Finally, about Ipm, as Jon was starting to get hungry and wonder what they 
should do for dinner - Richie came to him. 

Richie crawled onto the bed and rest his head on Jon. Within seconds, he was sobbing quietly. 

"| didn't even think about what | was doing. | didn't even think of the risk." 

"Rich... don't. H's over. That's part of why we do what we do - to let things go." 

"| don't know what I'd do without you," Richie mumbled through his tears. "m sorry." 


"I know, Rich. | know. | love you." 


"| love you, too." 


